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SILHOUETTES AND SONGS. 



TTERE are, in plain black and white, the twelve months of the year, — as 
a little girl has seen pictures in them. 

The poems of the Seasons, by the side of the pictures, have been, in 
most instances, written by those who had seen them. 

In some instances, they have been selected by their authors as their 
part in this book, which is to be a companion for the changing year. 



E. E. H. 



Boston, December i, 1875. 



THE MONTHS. 



FROM THE FAERIE QUEENE. 



The Monthes all riding came : 
First, sturdy March, with brows full sternly bent, 
And armed strongly, rode upon a ram. 
The same which over Hellespontus swam ; 
Yet in his hand a spade he also hent, 
And in a bag all sorts of seeds ysame. 
Which on the earth he strowed as he went. 
And fild her womb with fruitfuU hope of nourishment 



And after her came jolly June, arrayd 
All in greene leaves, as he a player were : 
Yet in his time he wrought as well as playd, 
That by his plough -yrons mote right well appeare : 
Upon a crab he rode, that him did beare 
With crooked crawling steps an uncouth pase, 
And backward yode, as bargemen wont to fare, 
Bending their force contrdry to their face ; 
Like that ungracious crew which faines demurest grace. 



Next came fresh Aprill, full of lustyhed, 
And wanton as a kid whose home new buds : 
Upon a bull he rode, the same which led 
Europa floting through th* Argolick fluds ; 
His homes were gilden all with golden studs. 
And garnished with garlonds goodly dight 
Of all the fairest flowres and freshest buds 
Which th' earth brings forth ; and wet he seem'd in sight 
With waves, through which he waded for his Loves delight. 

Then came faire May, the fayrest mayd on ground, 
Deckt all with dainties of her seasons pryde. 
And throwing flowres out of her lap around : 
Upon two brcthrens shoulders she did ride. 
The twinncs of Leda ; which on cylher side 
Supported her like to their soveraine queene : 
Lord ! how all creatures laught when her they spide, 
And leapt and daunc't as they had ravisht beene ! 
And Cupid selfe about her fluttred all in greene. 



Then came hot July boyling like to fire, 
That all his garments he had cast away : 
Upon a lyon raging yet with ire 
He boldly rode, and made him to obay : 
(It was the beast that whylome did forray 
The Ndmaean forrest, till th* Amphytrionide 
Him slew, and with his hide did him array :) 
Behinde his backe a sithe, and by his side 
Under his belt he bore a sickle circling wide. 

The sixt was August, being rich arrayd 
In garment all of gold downe to the ground : 
Yet rode he not, hut led a lovely mayd 
Forth by the lilly hand, the which was cround 
With eares of corne, and full her hand was found : 
That was the righteous virgin which of old 
Liv'd here on earth, and plenty made abound ; 
But, after wrong was lov'd and justice solde. 
She left th' unrighteous world, and was to heaven extold. 



Next him September marched eeke on foote ; 
Yet was he heavy laden with the spoyle 
Of harvests riches, which he made his boot, 
And him enricht with bounty of the soyie : 
In his one hand, as fit for harvests toyle, 
He held a knife-hook ; and in th' other hand 
A paire of waights, with which he did assoyle 
Both more and lesse, where it in doubt did stand, 
And equall gave to each as justice duly scanned. 

Then came October full of merry glee ; 
For yet his noule was totty of the must, 
Which he was treading in the wine-fats see, 
And of the joyous oyle, whose gentle gust 
Made him so frollick and so full of lust : 
Upon a dreadfull scorpion he did ride. 
The same which by Dianaes doom unjust 
Slew great Orion ; and eeke by his side 
He had his ploughing-share and coulter ready tyde. 



And after him came next the chill December : 
Yet he, through merry feasting which he made 
And great bonfires, did not the cold remember ; 
His Saviours birth his mind so much did glad : 
Upon a shaggy-bearded goat he rade. 
The same wherewith Dan Jove in tender yeares, 
They say, was nourisht by th' Idaean mayd ; 
And in his hand a broad deepe boawle he beares, 
Of which he freely drinks an health to all his peeres. 

Then came old January, wrapped well 
In many weeds to keep the cold away ; 
Yet did he quake and quiver like to quell, 
And blowe his nayles to warme them if he may ; 
For they were numbd with holding all the day 
An hatchet keene, with which he felled wood 
And from the trees did lop the needlesse spray ; 
Upon an huge great earth-pot steane he stood, 
From whose wide mouth there flowed forth the Romane floud. 



Neict was November ; he full grosse and fat 
As fed with lard, and that right well might seeme ; 
For he had been a fatting hogs of late. 
That yet his browes with sweat did reek and steem, 
And yet the season was full sharp and breem ; 
In planting eeke he took no small delight. 
Whereon he rode, not easic was to deeme ; 
For it a dreadfull Centaure was in sight, 
The seed of Saturne and faire Nais, Chiron hight. 



And lastly came cold February, sitting 
In an old wagon, for he could not ride, 
Drawne of two fishes for the season fitting, 
Which through the flood before did softly slyde 
And swim away ; yet had he by his side 
His plough and harnesse fit to till the ground. 
And tooles to prune the trees, before the pride 
Of hasting Prime did make them burgein round. 
So passt the twelve Months forth, and their dew places found. 



JANUARY. 



/^ HAPPY child ! with Nature for your toy, 
^^ For whom each month creates a separate joy. 

For whom June days lead on, with sunny hours, 
The splendid march of summer fruits and flowers. 

And autumn brings its grain in yellow sheaves, 
With pears and apples, nuts and falling leaves. 

While January storms, so rude and wild, 
Come, as a new enchantment, to the child. 

Each great midwinter fall of fleecy snow 

Gives him new heavens above, new earth below ; 

When the familiar landscape, seen last night. 
Has vanished in soft curves of fleecy white ; 

And Nature's sculptors, working without sound. 
Have carved soft marble statues all around ; 

Transforming shed and gate and old gray stone 
To Porch and Arch and ruined Parthenon ; 

While all the farm-yard, touched by winter's wand. 
Dazzles, — a miracle of Wonder-land ! 

James Freeman Clarke. 



T^HINK not, when the wailing winds of autum 

Drive the shivering leaflets from the tree, 
Think not all is over: spring retumeth. 
Buds and leaves and blossoms thou shalt see. 



Think not, when the earth lies cold and sealed. 
And the weary birds above her mourn. 
Think not all is over: God still liveth. 
Songs and sunshine shall again return. 



Think not, when thy heart is waste and dreaiy, 
When thy cherished hopes lie chill and sere. 
Think not all is over : God still loveth. 
He shall wipe away thy every tear. 



Weeping for a night alone endureth, 
God at last shall bring a morning hour ; 
In the frozen buds of every winter 
Sleep the blossoms of a future flower. 

Harriet Beecher Stowi 



FEBRUARY. 

TiTONTH of snow and slush and sleet. 
Frost-bit ears and chilblained feet ; 
Month of spatters, splash, and thaw, 
Dreariest month I ever saw ; 
Dirty, wet, and tiresome, very, — 
February ! 

Month for cosey in-door play ; 
All too short the busy day ; 
Kitten purring, games begun, 
Books and slates, and lots of fun ! 
Never saw I month so merry, — 
February ! 

Lucy Larcom. 



MARCH. 



/^ THE merry wind, and the merrier rain, 

And welcome indeed is the spring again ! 
Though fierce from the north the swift gust flies, 
And the drops fall cold from the cloudy skies, 
And the snow-streaked fields lie still and dead, 
And harshly the crow calls overhead, — 
The willows are bursting their shining buds, 
And the roadsides gleam with their silver studs, 
And down by the river their boughs they hold 
To the gray sky, glowing like ruddy gold; 
And the alder catkins are swinging free, 
And toss like the children's locks in glee. 
Look up at the maple's crimsoning tips, 
Red as the children's cheeks and lips ! 
O merry the wind and merry the rain 
That blustering brings us the spring again ! 

Celia Thaxte 



APRIL. 



A T last young April, fresh and fair, 

Wooed by her playmate with the golden hair, 
Chased to the margin of receding floods. 
O'er the soft meadows starred with opening buds. 
In tears and blushes sighs herself away. 
And hides her cheek beneath the flowers of May. 

Oliver Wendell Holmes. 
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T TOW better far than a golden floor 

The children find the bare earth once more ! 
The frost had locked it so safe and fast. 
But April has found the key at last ; 
Her warm hand has unlocked it all. 
And here are treasures for great and small ! 
The snow no longer our business stops, 
Plenty of room now for marbles and tops ! 
And, children, when you are tired of play, 
Come over the fields to the woods away, 
Where sweet at sunset the hyla sings. 



Like a quaint brown bird that has lost its wings. 

Come to the brook where the cowslips stout 

Their broad bright leaves push bravely out. 

Listen, the robin is calling* loud ; 

Look at his gay red breast so proud ! 

Feel how the wind blows soft and warm, — 

Who would believe it could bluster and storm ! 

The days are growing so still and fair, 

Tis pleasant only to breathe the air ; 

And life is lovely in field or street. 

For beauty springs beneath April's feet. 

Ceua Thaxter. 
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MAY. 



TRAILING ARBUTUS. 



T^ARLINGS of the forest! 

^^^ Blossoming alone, 
When Earth's grief is sorest 
For her jewels gone, 
Ere the last snow-drift melts, your tender buds have blown. 

Tinged with color faintly. 
Like the morning sky. 
Or, more pale and saintly. 
Wrapped in leaves, ye lie. 
Even as children sleep in faith's simplicity. 

There the wild wood-robin 
Hymns your solitude ; 
And the rain comes sobbing 
Through the budding wood, 
While the low south-wind sighs, but dare not be more rude. 

Were not mortal sorrow 
An immortal shade, 
Then would .1 to-morrow 
Such a flower be made, - 
And live in the dear woods where my lost childhood played. 



TES' so our Spring gits everythin' m tune 

An' gives one leap from April into June: 
Then all comes crowdin' in ; afore you think. 
Young oak-leaves mist the side-hill woods with pink; 
The catbird in the laylock-bush is loud ; 
The orchards turn to heaps o' rosy cloud ; 
Red-cedars blossom tu, though few folks know it, 
An' look all dipt in sunshine like a poet ; 
The lime-trees pile their solid stacks o* shade 
An' drows'ly simmer with the bees' sweet trade ; 
In ellum-shrouds the flashin' hangbird clings 
An' for the summer vy'ge his hammock slings ; 
All down the loose-walled lanes in archin' bowers 
The barb'ry droops its strings o' golden flowers, 
Whose shrinkin' hearts the school-gals love to try 
With pins, — they'll worry youm so, boys, bimeby! 

James Russell Lowell 
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JUNE. 



O CHILDHOOD, Life's perpetual June ! 
Your path with buds and fragrance strewn, 
Down which your feet beat happy tune ! 

Your chubby hands are full of flowers ; 
Your eyes, of sunshine and of showers, — 
Darlings of Nature's heart and ours ! 

With you we toss the fragrant hay, 
Or pluck wild-roses from the spray, 
Your cheeks more rosy-fair than they. 

Such charm has Nature round you flun^;, 
Yo7i know " the song the sirens sung," 
That keeps our hearts for ever young, — 

That lures us to forget our years, 
Forget our burdens and our fears. 
O, blessed is the ear that hears ! 

The innocence that is so wise ; 

The trust that dreams of no disguise ; 

The simple faith in mysteries, — 

All these shall in the world survive. 
While God to us doth children give, 
To keep the child in us alive. 

Samuel Longfellow. 



/CHILDREN with their liny hands, 
Fairies with their silver wands, 
Skies in color, winds in tune. 
Keep the joyous feast of June. 

Happy hearts, that blossom high 
With the rose's blazonry, 
Feel a pulse of life serene 
Throbbing through the meadows green. 

In the cloudless summer night, 
Fancy climbs her starry height ; 
Every leaf the breeze doth stir 
Is to Love interpreter. 

Such a beautiful content, 
Such a charmed time, is sent 
For all souls to say that June 
Is a glimpse of God's high noon. 

JuuA Ward How 



JULY. 



T T70RK and play, work and play ! 

So the children spend the day. 
Out of doors with early light ; 
Sound asleep through all the night. 
July is here. They leave their books, 
To find them in the stones and brooks; 
Splashing water, digging sand. 
No rest for busy foot and hand. 
With flags and drums, with balls and slings, 
They learn the qualities of things, — 
Things cohesive, ductile, plastic, 
Fluid, malleable, elastic. 



Solid, gaseous, tenacious, 
Vital, mineral, herbaceous. 
When with guns and drums they bore us, 
They are learning things sonorous ; 
Parabolic curves they master, 
When your windows meet disaster. 
Thus the little monkeys study, 
Growing healthy, strong, and ruddy ; 
And, in what we call vacation, 
Lured to work by recreation, 
Mother Nature shows them more 
Than all our schools had done before. 



James Freeman Clarke. 
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AUGUST. 

■pADDLING in the water, 

I^igging in the sand, 
The children play, this August day, 

Fresh from Fairy-land. 
Fairy-land comes with them. 

And surrounds them still, 
With its glow, — above, below, — 

On meadow, wood, and hill. 



On all the Lord has made. 

Of meadow, hill, and wood, 
They look with eyes of glad surprise, 

And call it very good. 
From us, too old in heart, 

This charm has passed away ; 
But yet a gleam of that bright dream 

Comes in our children's play. 

James Freeman Clarke. 



SEPTEMBER. 

TT 7HAT Masker is this that comes down through the land, 
With a train of gay harlequins piping and dancing? 
His head is encircled with vine-leaves and wheat, 
And the sun on his banners is merrily glancing. 

The trees are bedight with his prodigal gold ; 

The hills flaunt their tapestry, — rainbows are duller; 
The asters troop forth in their holiday hoods, 

And join the bright pageant, — this Revel of Color. 

Run, run for the children! Where's Dicky? And Tom? 

And Bessie ? The wonders come faster and faster. 
What! Dick in a school-room? Yes. drawing a goose; 

And he'll print underneath it — the name of the master! 

L. T. C. Howi 



OCTOBER. 

T^HE summer grains were harvested ; the stubble-fields lay dry, 

Where June winds rolled, in light and shade, the pale green waves of rye; 
But still on gentle hill-slopes, in valleys fringed with wood, 
Ungathered, bleaching in the sun, the heavy corn crop stood. 

Bent low, by autumn's wind and rain, through husks that, dry and sere, 
Unfolded from their ripened charge, shone out the yellow ear; 
Beneath, the turnip lay concealed, in many a verdant fold, 
And glistened in the slanting light the pumpkin's sphere of gold. 

There wrought the busy harvesters ; and many a creaking wain 
Bore slowly to the long barn-floor its load of husk and grain ; 
Till broad and red, as when he rose, the sun sank down, at last. 
And, like a merry guest's farewell, the day in brightness passed. 

J. G. Whittier. 
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NOVEMBER. 



BEFORE THE HEARTH. 



n. 



Life sings. 

"D EMEMBER, love, remember, 

There hath been light upon the hearth 
Before the hopeless ember. 

And June had filled a month with mirth 
Before the bare November. 
Remember, love, remember. 
The by-gone light on hearth and wall, 

And not the hapless ember, — 
The song and bloom and gleam and all 
Of June, and not November: 
Remember, love, remember. 



November sings. 

Remember, love, remember! 
Who sings, before my face to-day, 

Of me as bare November.? 
Not they who happy pluck away 
The apple from the ember ; 
Remember, love, remember. 
Not they who see the light to come, 

The beam below the ember, — 
Who keep the hearth-side sunny from 
November to November: 
Remember, love, remember! 

Hiram Rich. 



DECEMBER. 



CHRISTMAS WEEK. 



OHORT is the day, and night is long; 

But he who waits for day 
In darkness sits not quite so long, 
And earlier hails the twilight gray, 
A little earlier hails the ray 
That drives the mists of night away. 

So was our land forlorn and drear. 

When to the " rock-bound " shore 
A Pilgrim band, Christ-led, drew near, 
The promise of a new-born year, — ^ 
Twilight, which shows that even here 
The Sun of Mercy shall appear. 
The land be dark no nK)re. 

So was the world dark, drear, and wild, 

When on this blessed mom 
A baby on his mother smiled : 
The Dawning comes ! the blessed Child, 

The Sun of Life, is bom ! 



The lengthening days shall longer grow. 
And summer rule the land ; 

From pilgrim rills full rivers flow. 
Roll bolder and more grand : 

So, Father, grant that every year 

The Sun of Righteousness more clear 

To our awaiting hearts appear ; 

And from his glorious East arise 
The noon-day Monarch of the skies. 
Till darkness from the nations fiies, — 

Till all know him as they are known. 

And all the world be all his own. 

Edward £. Hale. 
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